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By H. A. HONK

T was a still summer afternoon. The dinner was
over and the work done, in a certain red farm-
house with green shutters that stood on a New
England hill. Aunt Deborah had sat down in the

_ splintsbottomed rocking-chair, with the big Bible in

‘her lap. The name Deborah means " hee,” and in char-
cacter Aunt Deborah certainly was a bee: hut ‘she was
“an old bee ﬂow_. and could not buzz aroind all the time
' She was sometimes tired. Not for all the world would
“She lie down comfortably and take a nap; that would
"g)ck too “shiftless.” She had given little Rebecca, her
“orphaned grandniece, a sheet to overseam up the mid-
‘dle, or, as the FHttle girl called it. to “ sew up over and
‘over and forever!” for it seeemd to the little girl an
endless task.
. A5 soon ds she saw Aunt Deborah's eves fairly shut,
“Rebecca stole soitly out into the enry. She stood for
_a few moments at the open door, with the big nnbleached
“dheet gathered up in her little arms, and looked across
$he valley of woods and rocky pastures, and wondered
Bt was lying bevond the far-off liills. Then she
Heaved'a weary sigh, and went back 1o her work.
< ca sat down on the bottom step of the stairs,
‘and thought sle would sew a piece as long as her finger.
and then see what time it was. The thread knotted.
and her brass thimble was too big and kept slipping off
It was slow work, and she thought, on the whole,
‘would be best to sew_ steadily hiteen minutes, as near
as she could guess. So she sat down with fresh de-
termination.
“ When she got up to look at the ciock, only eight
gninutes had passed, and she felt disheartened. Then
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would meet the fairy queen, who, with a-wave of lier
golden wand, would transform her inte a Lonle fattein
green-and-gold atuire.  She would be sorry pof to -see
Uncle Silas or Reuben any more, and sher would™ &
to say her good-by to Almira Hackett and a few
listle girls; but the thought that fairies never did
tiresome things as wash dishes or sew Seams-in shey
overcame all other considerations, and she” decided -4
EO at once. —_ i = =

Rehecea opened the kitchen door to get hﬂ’ﬁ
bonnet. It was made of green gingham, and she had
been very proud of it when it was new ; but now-it was
so faded, she felt sure she could not apoly for admissiGn
inta the fairy circle weaning such a ferlorn-Tookme
head-rig: She closed the door softly, went- around 16
the front entry, crept upstairs, and got her best bonnet,
gorgeous with ribbens colored by Aunt Debdrali with
balm blows. Rebecea was sorry, when she looked in
her hittle looking-glass, that her nose was so red and
her eves looked as if she had been crying, for she wanted
to lak as well as possible,. She was afraid te take a
parting Jook at-Aunt Deborah, for fear of wakiog her.

She conld not resist the temptation to give the hated
Sheet & farewell Kick, and then she started un the hill
that rose gradually back of the house. She had to cross
a pasture wliere the cows were, and although she was
a litle comntry girl, vet she never could get over her
terror of these. ferocious-looking horned animals.

Unele Silas and Reuben were over in the east meadow,
laying stome wall. She could hear Reuben calling to
the oxen. She waved a parting kiss to them, and ran
as fast as she could over the pasture. There was a

T O WAS ALMOST DAYLIGHTE WHEX UNCLE

she thought of 2 new plan. ' She couvnted the stair-steps;
there were'twelve  She divided her work with a great
deal of trogble into twelve lengths and put pirs in, and
whenever she sewed up to = pin. she would go up a
step.. She began again; but the thread knotted and her
thimble slipped off as often as ever, and, worse than all,
her eVes watéred so she could hardly s
Rebéeca fell to thmking of the grea: pile of eleven
sheets that 14y n the closet for her to seam up. Never,
siever. she thought, could she get them fmished! It
would take her until she was a grown-up woman, and
there would be no time for her to learn anything clse.
Rebecca put down her work and went softly out of the
front door to the well Behind the house. She let down
the old-fashioned sweep, 2and drew a pail of cook
sparkling water. How good it tasted '—for her throat
was parched. Then she sat down on the kitchien step,
and thought if Aunt Deborah would only wake wp she
would ask if she might go and see Almira Hackett. But
then she remembered Almira had the measles, and ol
course Aunt Deborah wotldn't let her go. Pretty soon
it would be time to take the ald tin milk-pan with
threé holés in the bottom and go out to the chip-yard
and get chips to make the fire in the fireplace. Next
she must swing out the crane, and iill the tea-kettle and
hang it ‘on, and then put on pois of water for the
potatoes and dishes, A
set the table for four-—Uncle Silas, Aunt Deboraly,
Reuben. the hired man, and herself. Afterward came
the dish-washing. How Rebecea hated to touch any-
thing greasy! There was no end to dish-washing. It
cafie three times 2 day. People had to cat as long as
they lived, anid maybe she would live to be ninety, like
ol Miss Beérey Rice, who, Reuben said, would never
die, but just “ dry up and blow away.” Just to think of
to'be o oltd, and to wash dishes, and to sew every
'“"&Gﬂmﬂgrab{sheﬂ_ Life under such circomstances
) ot 1o be borne,
i?”!,tmlr Ihu'[;‘g{cﬁccc:: was only doing what hundreds of
Tﬁﬁlc €7 people are doing all-the time—borrow-

ﬂ‘it:du;;nmtln‘elbuue'rﬂics came sailing alofdg and
. butterfly and :{“‘::T \.}:‘:gwh:ic.e je would Detoib
! ¥S wear ‘)

| ‘“:’ -""If{!“:.:_]“e Tpots over thiem! a‘i“l‘;:‘:“:uf:}tgﬂ:‘\)::;:!’g
'II“E?"' “ﬂfn !gﬁ e:a ?u-ry .g-.:g.- n green and gold: aimi

o Jive in the Neart of a Wild rose, and dance fn i}
jilight oit the moss, as the fajries did in her bogk nf
ptales that her DLittle friend Ahwnira Hackett had
It had opened up a'new, world 1o her &liTa-
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siai, and, whién on moonlight nights, after reming *

‘hght of the moon at her litile whitc-curtained

dgw—-for Aunt Diébarah did not allow her a-light to

bed by—she almibst sav the little sprites in their

fyels, and no more doubted their ¢xistence than she
doubted that there were angels in heaven,

‘Rebecca concluded after this fong reverie thatit wonld

best to. go-into the -woods, where,-she hoped, she

2
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When that was done she mmst °

SILAS CAME -ACROSS THE LITTLE RUNAWAY.D

SWAIp to crods, aud in stepping from one tussock to
adother, she Shipped and got her feet wet. She climbed
the wall and got over into the pine woods, THow solémn
eversthing scemed here! The wind moaned and sighed
through the trees; it almost made her afraid.. She-went
farther into the woonds, and sat down on a flaf rock té
wait for night to come. She could not remember
whether her book said anything abowt fairies Rying
around in the davtime; but 2ull they were sure {0 He
. " 3

aut mooulight nights. Tt was growing very dark and
damp, and Rebreca wished she had worn a shawl—not
hier best one, for that would do for some other lirthe
“eirl, bt anoofd orre that she wore when she \went. out
cafly in the moing to feed the littleschickens: Ag.scon
ae she saw-thesfairy queen coming she could throw off
the shawl, @nd then, in her clean calico dress and her
hest honnet. she would look nice enough- for @idmission
oitd the faicy thronz, She wished she was not sa very
Jeepy. - 1f there was time before moonrige, she thought
she wonld lie down on the rock and take a nap.  Finally
she concluded she must sleep a little, so she took off her
bormet and Jaid it carefully down on the stone by her
side—and-that was the last that the hittle girl knew for
<everal days:

Awnt-Deborah woke vp with a start, and Tooked at
theclock. . She had overslept, and was somewhat out of
hmor with hersel{ and the world in general. She went
to the kitchen, expecting to find the hire burning. the tea-
Fétle Boiling, and the table set; but all was as it had
been feft after dinner. She cante back and went jinta the

entevs sThere lay the <heet in a little heap, bnt Rebeécea |

was not to be. found. She thought that the httle girl
hdd perhups gone to the meadow to sce Uncle Silasg,
andd returned 1o the kitchen to sce if Rébeeeq’s sunbon-
net was there; but-it hwng on its accustomed mail. So
Aunt Debornh went tipstairs to see if the child had worn
ber best bonngt;—for the idea of any one goitg. any-
where withont=a Boniet never occurred to. therold-fady’s
orderly mind. The best bonnet was gond and the mys-
tery solverd: “Dehorah thought : Kebeeca had:gone
aver to Almira Tlackett's; and Aont Peborah; very
mmich  displedsed,  began fgetting supper. = S e~ thonght
wiieh - Retbenseame she would send him-aver for Re-
Beces: Bifts wndecided whetlier torsend-her to bhed

}v;ihiilit' JéEAhperor tn choose anather fg:m of pun-

-BIks™ came np from (he megdow. ohedient
ﬁ.-c_i{ the horn.  Aunt Pebarafi told them
t 1o he found, antt-her-belrel ﬂg_thr
SRS ~

Jave

WU Tonld Be howhere but at Almira Frrcket('s
o %i}‘kocﬁt;:; conrfe,” said Aunt Dehiorah. 1 &
11?2.m'lh'!,'“n“ my hands, just as im
_"0 dzhumored Uncle Silas-a S
as ‘he alwavs 'did. ang fothnre to e
the child, knowing it _would
Reuben busried through

-
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He felt by no means sure that Rebecea had gone visit-
g without leave, He went to the Hacketts', received
Mrs. Hackett's answer, that Rebecca had not been there
for two weeks, with the remark, * Jest as | expected,”
and hurried off. '

I-'__\'erl Aunt Deborah was too mich startled by Reu-
ben's report to remembér @bout the milking; and the
excitement increased unti! by two u'clock i the morn-
ing Uncle Silas, Reuben, and all the * men-folks™ néar
were out with lanterns, torches, and bells, looking for
the missing child. It was almost daylight when Unele
Silas came across the little runaway, who was lving |
the flat rock where she Had seated herself to6 wait f?:-’:
Itlw1 fairies. She was tenderly taken home and put to
.

Rebecca opened her eves one afternoon in the coal,
dark spare chamber. She could not. at first, make out
where she was. She was sure she was nob Sefving a
sheet “ over and over,” for there sat Roxa Temple, at
work on, one of the obnoxious articles; neither was she
in fairyland, for there sat Uncle Silas and Reuben, and
Reuben was preténding to keep off the flies with a
apple-tree sprout—a needless work, for there was not a
flv to be seén; but Reuben Had a big, kind heart. ahd
:m'rd the httle girl, and Wanted an excuse to lie near
ler

“ Uncle Silas,” said Rebecca, faintly.

Uncle Silas’s heart leaped for joy, for he knew by
her voice that her senses had come back, and her wild
talk during her illness, of daily tasks and fairies, had
given him an insight into her child<heart, and he felt
that neither he nor Aunt “‘Deborzh knew much abour
children—about this one in particular. He remembered
that Rebeecca’s mother had been said to be " romant.c.”

“ Uncle Silas,” said the faint little voice again, * what
do fairies look like?”

“ Never saw ary. Do you know, Reuben?
unclé,

“No; I can’t say T do.” And then Reuben got up
with a flushed face, and in sort of a choked voice said
he “guessed it was about time for the milking,” and
went down to the barn, and stayed until the lump went
out of his throat ‘and the tears out of his eyes.

It was some time before the hittle girl was entirely
well and strong, and by that time Aun: Deborih had
made up her mind that Rebecca “ had been petted <o
much she was spiiled for work, and they might as well
eddicate her for a teacher.”

This arrangement was faithiully carried out.

To this day Rebecca does not know whether it was
the illness or the pile of sheets that made her run awav
and seek for fairvland; but now. whenever she begins
to “borrow trouble” or needlessly look at “life's long
sorrows,” SHe recalls the timie when dll turned out =0
well, and she takes a brighter view of the future.
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A SPOOL SCHOOL
SO ——

By Jessie Macmillan Anderson

ITTLE Ludella Smith was a dressmaker’s little

girl. You will think she was very lucky when |

tell you that not c¢nly her mama, but her Aunt

ane and her sister Lilv AMay, were dressmakers,

Tow much fun she must have had making dolls’

dresses out of all those pieces! Ah, but now comes the
sad thing: she hadn't any dolis!

From Monday morning to Saturday night, especially

. Saturday night, mama and Aunt Jane and sistér Lil

just sewed and sewed to get things done. And it didnt
do a bit of good getting one thing done, for thers were
alivays two or three other things that ought to have
been done Tong ago. So mama wonld crv, and then
Aunt Jarne would say, “ There is no use spoiling your
eves, Sarah.”

Mama always sent back the, “pieces”: but the rule
was, * Anything smaller than vour hand, Dell!” And
Ludella did wish her hand would grow faster.

Yet there were mountains of tiny bits, and one big
boxful Ludella pad stored away under her bed—silk
and  satin, velver and Bediord cord, ladies™-cloth and
cheviot and camel’s-hair, gingham and percale and
satine, chiffon and rithbon and lace  Under the hed was
another box devoted to empty spools.

Every winter afternoon, when she came home from
school, Ludella would say as <he opened the door, * Any
more spools? Anv more pieces?”™ Then out would
come those two boxes, and dressmaker Number Four
would set to work as seriously as the others,

Did 1 say Ludella had no dolls? What 18 it she keeps
in box Number Two? X

Big spools, little spools! Tat spools, thin spools!
Spools all waist, and spools with no waist ar all!~ Al
decked out in more colors than the rainbow !

Their dresses are mostly skirt. but all the easier to fit.
And what a variety of skirts! Some hanging down very
full and limp, in gathers ; some stifi in plaited kilt ; some
standing straight out, just like a morning-glory upside
down: bell skirts with full train, and bell skirts with
demi-train; skirts $With ruffle round the bottom, and
skirts with panel down the side.

“ Here,” said Ludella, graycly—one day I listened,
while her sister was trying on my new gown—"here,
children, didnt you hear the, beli?  School's begun!
Order! 1 have the pleasure of in-tro-ducing to you a
new pupil—Lanra Penelope Martindale”

Here she pulled up a jolly little twist-spool, with a
flaunting pink silk skirt of the upside-down morning-
glorv shape, and a wide hlue ribbon which was both
sash and necktie.

She placed Laura Penelope at one end of a row of
sponls, =arvthg:

“ You'll have to begin at the foot of the class; but if
vou study hard and improve, vou'll soon be at the
head.”

Then, in a squeaky. voice, she made Penelope say:
“Dean't you have any boys in this school?"  And she
answered: “ No: horrid, rough things! We don't allowe
em.

‘Then began the spelling lésson: * Grace Martha,
epeil needie”

“ N-e ne, d-e-1 del, wedel”

“ Next!” sternly.

“ N-e ne, d-1-¢ dle, nedle”

“Wrong. Next!”

“N-e-a. neo, d-l-e di¢, weadle.”

And so. down the whole class, till she came fo the
new pupil. :

* N-tdouble-e nce, d-1-e dle, needle.”

“That's right, Laura Peneclape. You may go to the
head. Vou'pe studied vour lessan” :

“ Peneclope's just come. 1 don’t see when she studied
it.”" 1 said. ta tease the child. :

“ She probably paid attention to what the teacher said
in the last school she was in,” she answered. severely:
and I fancied the ather spools looked a little ashamed.

I was sorry | could hot stay to hear the geography
class recite: hut my dress was fitted. and 1 had to go.

1 ofiered to save up my spools for Ludella: but she
said she would ra{!ler have_me save up girls' nanies:
she had some le in ﬁt:hiﬂk_ enongh to go around;
and she didn't wish to have two or three by the sam
name, as they had in common schoolss '
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Ginger Snaps

By €Ellen Manly

THE singerbread man and his dear little wife,

In their lintle brown suits so neat,

Stood side L.'

side by the baking-pan,

Buite unt of =orts with the heat.

Ther emules

were sweet, Lut their tempers bad,

And something happened, extremely sad.

The woman began it, of course. S3id she,
“You're the homeliest man in town!

Your head is too large, and your feet too small,
And vour color is gife tho .'ur-'-.\':i',

And if there iz anything [ despise,

"Tis a pair of little, black, beudy eycs

“Then the gingerbread woman sobbed s hard

That she cried out one of her eves,

Dot he scalded on till he grew quite cracked,
« And both of them looked like guys:
When, ashamed of themselves, their anger passed,

And a gangerbread truce was signed at last

The gingerbread man fAew into a rage.
“ hust look at vourself!” cried he
“You are much too fat, and your no<e is fat,

And vour squint is a sight to see;
3

While vour dress is shockingly cut of sivle,

And every ong's tired of that same old smile!”

But never a “next time” came, alas!
To the coeer little people i bhrown
That verv same hour they were mtroduced
To the best little bov in town
“T'm delighted to mieer such a pair'” quoth he,

And promptly mvited them boith 1o tea.

“We never will goarrel again!” cried she,

For I'm sure it 18 most absurd,

And with dispositions as sweet as ours
I cant see how it occurred-

Why, you know, my dear, when nothing

gOCS wWrong

We are just angclic the whole day long!”

ater, when Norah came

To carry the dishes away,
The gingerbread people had disappeared
In gingerbread style, thev say,

And a couple of carrants rolling round,

With some little brown crumbs, were 2!l she found!




